TbeTragedie s/ ' 

N orth. Reproach and defolution hangcth ou cr him, 

Rofc. He hath not Money tor thefe Info Warres, 

His burthenous taxations notwithftanding. 

But by the robbing ofthe banilht Duke. 

North. His noble kinfmari mod degenerate King > 

But Lords, we heare this fearefull tempeft Hng, 

Yetleeke no iheltcr to auoyde the ftorrnc. 

Wefcethe Winde fit fore vpon our Sailes, 

And yet we ftrikc not, butfecurely pcriih. 

'Rojfe. We Tee the very Wracke that we mud fuffcr, 
And vnauoyded is the danger now. 

For fufferingfo the caufes of our wracke. 

North. Not fo, euen through the hollow eies of, death, 
I efpie life peering; but I dare not fay. 

How neere the tidings of our comfort is. 

Wil. Nay let vs (hare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours. 

Rojfe. Be confident to fpeake Northumberland, 

We three are but thy felfe ; andfpeakingfo. 

Thy words are but as thoughts, therefore be bold. 

North. Then thus : I haue from 
(A Bay in Britaine ) receiude intelligence. 

That Harry Duke of Herferd, Raynolal JL. Cobham, 
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter 
His Brother Archbilhop late of Canterbury, 

Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sir Iohn Ramfton, 

Sir Iohn Norberie ? lir Robert Waterton,& Francis Coines 
All thefe wellfurniihed by thet)uke of Britaine, 

With eight tall Ships, three rhoufand men of Warrc, 
Are making hither with all due expedience, 

And Ihortly meane to touch our Northern fhore, 

Perhaps they had ere this, but that they flay 
The firft departing of the King for Ireland-. 

If then wefhalllhake off our Countries flauilh yoke, 
Impe out our drowping Countries broken wing, 
Kedeeme from broken pawne the blemillit Crowne, 

Wipe of the dull that hides our Scepters guilt, 

And make high Maieftie looke like it felfe, 
AwayvftthrneinpofttoRaucnfpurgh: , 


Richard the Second* ‘ % 

But ifyou faint, as fearing to do fo,, 

Stay, and be fecret, and my felfe will go, 

Rojfe. T o horfe, to horfe,vrgc doubts to them that fcare. 
Willo. Hold out my horfe, and 1 willfirll be therfc. 

Exeunt • 

Enter the JJhteeneiBufbieyand Bagot* 

Bujh. Madam, your Maiefli.e is toomuchfaddc, 

- You promift when you parted yvith the King, 

T o lay alide halfe-harming heauinelfe. 

And entertaine a checrefull dilpofition . 

jQueene, T o pleafe the King I d id , to pleafe my felfe 
I cannot doo it ; yet i knownocaufc 
Why I fliould welcomefuch agueft as Griefe, 

Saue bidding farewell to fo fweete agueft, 

As my fweete Richard: yet agaihe me thinks 
Somevnbornc Sorrow ripe in Fortunes wombe. 

Is comming towards me and my inward Soule, 

With nothing trembles, at ifome thing it grieues. 

More then with parting from my Lord the King. 

Bufb. Each fub fiance of a griefe hath twenty ihadowes 
Which ihewes like griefe it felfe, but is netfo.* 

For Sorrowes eyes glazed with blinding teares,. 

Deuides one thing entire to many:obieds. 

Like perfpediucs, which rightly gazde vpon,. , 

Shew nothing but confufion, eydeawiy, 

Diftinguifli forme : foyour fweete Maieftie, 

Looking awry vppn your Lords departure* 

End ihapes of griefe more then himfelfe to waiic, 

Which lookt on as it is, is naught 6ut ihadowes 
Ofwhat it is not, then thric,e (gracious Queene) 

More then your Lords departure weepe not, more is not 

Or if it be, tis with falfc Sorrowes eyes* (feene* 

Which forthings true, weepes. things imaginarie, V 
Queene, Itmay be fo,butyetmy in\vardSouk 
< Perfwadesmeitis otherwife,: how ere it be, 

Icannotbutbefad; foheauiefad,. ’ 

As though on thinking on,iio<hought I thinkc, 

, Makes mewith hcauiep^htitg/aijatand.^nke^ , 
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